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A TIP TO FATIMA TED. 


BLvuE-BearpD. — With these keys, my dear, you may go as far as you like, but don’t let me catch you in ‘Aa/ room! 
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“What Fools These /fortals Be!” 


“How wovtp you like to be the iceman?” Would n’t you feel 
meaner than dirt ? 


AMERICAN newspapers cannot hurry the Russian revolution by 
printing extras and using screaming headlines. 


Appicks of Delaware has sent in his dollar to the Republican 
Campaign Committee. If this isn’t tainted money, what is ? 
A GotuHam highwayman whose nerve failed decided that “the 
best way to rob a man was to kill him first.” Alinost any one 
of our financiers could tell 


WHo povusts the capacity and popularity of Mr. Justice Gaynor? 
asks the Conservative of Esopus. — Well, there is not much 
doubt about his capacity. 





WHEN WE saw the headline, “Town in Fire Peril from Gas,” we 
thought for a moment that it was our old friend Charlie ‘Towne. 





Joun D. RockeEFreLLer to his Baptist Sunday-school: “This is a 
great country. It has grown a lot since it came into my posses- 
sion. The Puritans began it; I finished the work. Yes, this is a 
great country. I am proud of it. You may ‘now join me in sing- 
: ing, ‘My Country, ’T is of 

—y Thee,’ substituting ‘Thy’ 





him that such violence is 
wholly unnecessary. 


Lou Payn says it’s a crime 

to drag Mr. Roosevelt 
into the New York cam- 
paign. It is at least un- 
necessary. Theodore may 
be relied on to butt in. 
Tue Katser thinks that 

the Red Danger is more 
to be feared than the Yellow 
Peril. ‘The Blue Zebra is 
worse than either — when 
you see it. 


AN ANYONE tell why the girl 

who rubs her face with the 
tips of her fingers to make 
herself beautiful in the Sunday 
papers always does it in her 
corset cover? 

—Emporia Gazette. 

A concession to St. An- 

thony Comstock. 





Here’s HOPING that the 

decent people of Chi- 
cago will succeed in their 
effort to lance Congress- 
man Billy Lorimer. He is 
a rather large boil on the 
body politic. 





S' ME CRITICS are finding fault 
with ‘*Coniston” for not 
being other than it is. So of 
old captious critics found fault 
with Thackeray. — /Vinston 
Churchill’s Press Agent. 





OB re ES for ‘ My.’” 

i. FR Pet <S on 

rk. KARL Muck, of Berlin, 
has accepted the position of 

conductor of the Boston Sym- 

phony Orchestra. Later de- 

velopments will show whether 

he brought his rake with him. 

— Washington Post. . 
Why not write an original 

paragraph once in a while ? 


WHEN WILLIAM comes 
marching home again, 
hurrah, hurrah, let the com- 
mittee be mighty careful 
that no silver-tailed horses 
cr silver cornet bands get 
into the line of march. 





[N THE British navy, cigar- 

ettes are to take the place 
of the good old plug to- 
bacco. All that now re- 
mains to be done is to retire 
grog in favor of the orange 
phosphate. 


Tue Russian imperial 
family find the “damp- 
ness” at Peterhof disagree- 
able. ‘The whole empire 
seems in for a period of 
grewsome “dampness.” 
A’ CONTRIBUTOR to the 
Lancet says that taking 
poison is the fashionable 








And with Shakespeare. 
Shakespeare was the Win- 


ston Churchill of  Eliza- JOHN D. A “CHANGED MAN”? 


bethan literature. WE WILL Bevieve Ir WHEN THE ABOVE Comes To Pass. 





suicide in Italy just now; 
but does n’t say whether 
potted ham or tongue is 
the favorite vehicle. 
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SPEAKER CANNON’S FAVORITE 
panna PAT, Tariff Soldiers, 
Do not budge an inch! 




































































In the coming conflict 
We have got a cinch. 

When the battle opens, 
When the trumpet calls, 

Hang the Dingley Tariff 
On our outer walls. 


CHORUS. 
Stand pat, Tariff Soldiers, 
Do-not budge an inch! 
In the coming conflict 
We have got a cinch. 





Crowns and thrones a 
may perish, aE 
Kingdoms rise ste = 
and wane; 7 
3ut the Grand Old Party - 
Constant will remain. 
Stand pat, then, ye faithful, 
Join our happy throng; 
Blend with ours your voices 
In our campaign song. 
A FATAL DEFECT. 
Freppie’s Aunt.-Why, Freddie, what’s the matter? Don’t 


you like your new toy motor-boat? 


bie way people keep oa marrying and giving in marriage, in 
the face of all the statistics, shows only too clearly that 
this matter of a sucker being born every minute is quite in 
accordance with the laws of heredity. 


FREDDII Oh, Auntie, it Boo, Iloo, Hoo! i-it does n't 


leave any s-s-smell! 


POLITICS. 


s . pewinl Congress- 
man; I “i 


“Well, it’s old Jim 


Smith. Jim, how are 
you? Have a cigar, 
Jim.” 


“Thought I ’d come 
around to tell you that 
I ’d moved out of 
your district, but —” 
“Indeed, Mr. 
Smith.” 
“ you see I wanted 
to find out if 
“Yes, Smith.” 
“if you could 
use your influence 
a 
“Sorry, my man, 
but I can’t stop. 
Good-morning.” 








WN 
Mery ANY UP AGAINST IT. 


. i dN Tt -“- 1tOR BooK- 
WY \ , Suop (in Lalla- 
\\\ Ny \ \Y foloosa, Ind.).— 
AY AN look here, young 
AR) man! Why didn’t 


you forward the 

list of our six- 

best-sellers to 
New York, last 
hs week ? 

THe New 
CLERK.—’Cause 
we only sold 

five, sir. 


WK, 
WSS 
We 





Levens G—— 


THEIR USE 
Bo FinaNncieR.— Take care of the pennies. 
Hicu Financter.— And you can pay 
them on the dollar. 


CONSERVATIVES. 


Mr. Korrrup (whose family is cway ).— Come right in, both of you, and make yourselves 
at home! I ’ve changed my opinion of you fellows since I met the Summer Hotel Men! 








onsidering hotw many millions of microbes there are, the competition 
among them must be tremendous. 









Miss TWINKLETOEFS. — Honest to goodness, Max, I d’ know 
how I’m goin’ to reduce my weight! 
Max.— Tried the Subway ? 


THE FACE ACROSS THE TUB. 


A PAGE FROM THE LITERATURE OF EXPOSURE. 


never forget it. 


long look at himself. 
He was leaning 
uncertainly against 
the side of a di- 
minutive bath-tub, 
poking a sorrowful 
fist in his eye, because 
a young lady of about the 
same age, and equally fat, had 
already one corrugated leg in 
the water. She seemed con- 
scious only of the triumph of 
beating him in, and their little 
shirts were tucked out of harm’s 
way, with a calculated uncon- 
cern, like an extra fold of flesh 
under their arm-pits. 

The subject of the picture 
was, 

‘*NoT Room ENouGH For Two,” 
and the next line told why. 
‘*FosTer’s Foop Twins.” 

“Mrs. Northrup, of Tyrone, 
Ind., writes as follows :-— 

“TI began feeding our little 
twins on Foster's Food when 
they were six months old. At 
the end of three months, their 
little tin bath-tub has grown too 
small for both of them at once, 
and since then we have had to 
bathe them one at atime. Jamie 
weighs forty pounds, and 
forty-three.” 





T TEN months of age, he had weighed forty pounds. 
‘The emaciated young man opened the 
magazine, as he seated himself in the train, and took a 


Sadie 


1f BEATS BANTING ALL TO A FRAZZLE, GIRLS. 




















I’ve tried everythin’. 


er. 


white of Max to give me this tip. 





—, 








Miss TWINKLETOES (72 Subway loca/).— Say, it was real 


Eight hours a day in this heat 


for three weeks ’ll perspire me back to m’ shape. 





Hecould little girl was. 
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III. 
THE CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD (07 the opening night). 
—An’ all it cos’ me was m’ car fare. (Sings.) Off to the 


war, soldiers march so merrily! 


That was his mother’s name, and the picture of the boy was 
unmistakably, ridiculously his, but — he never had a sister / 

He remembered that he had once asked his mother who the 
She had falteringly answered him: “You were so 
fat and pretty, and we did feed you that stuff, and it did n’t seem 
to hurt you — and, and then the man promised me ten dollars if I’ d 





have your picture taken — and 
when I got there, there was 
another little baby, and a bath- 
tub—and he made you cry — 
and I never wrote the letter.” 

That was all. ‘The rest was 
silence; but somewhere, some 
place in the broad state of In- 
diana, was his twin, his mate! 
He felt that he was bound to 
her in a way that he could not 
express, that he alone could 
make amends to her for the 
long years of shame she was 
enduring. It was his duty to 
find her. 

And oh, how glorious she 
must have grown! How un- 
worthy of her he had become 
in the longer race of life; how 
she had beaten him in this race, 
as in the struggle for the tub. 

And yet he realized to his 
horror, that he could think of 
her only as about to step into 
a tub. 

Once when he had been in 
New York, he had bought a 
magazine at random, and had 
rushed to the head office of the 
Foster’s Food Company. With 
difficulty he reached the presi- 
dent of the company. He was 


an exceedingly portly man, of a 
good-natured aspect, sitting as near 





"ge cesie-wecnage ts the enemy of progress, no doubt, but it isn’t likely to become 
serious until the price of automobiles falis below a hundred dollars. 
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THE SWIMMING TEACHER. 


as possible to his desk and managing with difficulty to reach it with 
his arms. 

Without a word, Jim laid the magazine down on the desk be- 
fore him. 

“Look at page 293 of the advertising section,” he demanded. 

The president, startled, obeyed. 

“T am one of those twins, sir!” 

The president looked in a bewildered way from the picture to 
the emaciated man. 

“Bless my soul, so you are! 

Jim ignored this. 

“What I want to know is, who is the girl?” 


99 


How you have fallen away! 

































AT NEWPORT. 
Miss GAYSETT.-—Oh, Mama! What a nice, sensible, decent-looking young fellow that is over there! 
MorTHER.— Hush, child! 






It must be a waiter. 





paper, he looked idly about the car. 











The president turned his eyes to the magazine. 
“That seems to be,” he blandly said, * your twin-sister.” 
“Oh, no, it isn’t,” Jim replied, “1 never had a sister in my 

life, sir!” 

‘Vhe fat man thought a moment. 

“T have it!” he said. “Three years ago a young woman 
called to see me to request our company to discontinue that 
advertisement. She said it embarrassed her. ‘hat must have 
been she!” 

“What was her name?” Jim demanded. 

The president shook his head. “1 do not know,” he said. 

“When I told her that the picture was worth $50,000 a 
year to the company, she withdrew her request.” 

Jim sorrowfully started to go. 

“Young man,” whispered the presi- 
dent, peering apprehensively about 
the room, “ what you need is beer!” 

Jim’s revery ended. ‘The train 
was starting. A number of young 
men, commuters like himself, 
straggled into the car. 

“Hello, babe,” one said 

“Hello, Foss,” said another. 
“ Hello, Twin,” said another. 
Jim sighed; he was used to it all. 
When he had finished his evening 













There was a young woman sitting 
opposite him who caught his eye in 
his lazy survey. 

He fell to wondering how a person 
so exceedingly thin as she could still be 
so attractive. ‘There was something so 
homelike and familiar about her thin and 
piquant face, that he found himself specu- 
lating where she was going — what 
her station, in the strict commuters’ sense. 

She was looking out of the window, 
and at intervals turning the pages of a 
magazine that Jay in her lap. He could not take his eyes off her, 
and continued to observe her over the top of his paper. 

While he was watching her, she turned a page of the maga- 
zine. For a second there was displayed to her own and Jim’s eyes, 
the picture of the twins. 

She closed the magazine sharply, and blushing crimson, looked 
furtively around, to see if she had been observed. 

It flashed across Jim’s mind 
that she was his twin! Tt was 
the face across the tub/ 

The train was already slowing 
up for Jim’s station. It was now 
or never! 

He almost leaped across the 
aisle and sat quickly by her side. 

“What is your name? I must 
know it” he hoarsely demanded. 

She drew back in anger. 

“How dare you, sir! I have 
never seen you before.” 

“Oh, yes, indeed you have,” 
Jim excitedly answered. “Across 
the tub /” 

And_ before could 
prehend his meaning, he snatched 
the magazine from her and thrust 
into her hand the picture of the 
twins. 

She finshed scarlet, 
eyes held his bravely. 

“ You cry-baby!” 
pered. » 


That evening, as they sat by 
the tempered light of a gas stove, 
on a plush-covered sofa, it was 
all arranged. 

‘They were to be married im- 
mediately. 

There was no escape, and they 
wanted none. 

“ But, oh Jim,” she whispered, 


DOES N’T 


IT? 


In Summer, this sign makes 


was 


you almost as mad as ——— 


she com- 


but her 


she _ whis- 











PUCK 


“promise me that when we—that is, if we—I mean if we should 
ever — Oh, Jim, we won’t feed it any Food, will we ?” 
And as he folded her in his arms, a look of grim determination 
played around the corners of his mouth. . 
“We will raise it on beer!” he slowly said. 
The grim look only dissolved as he realized the appropri- 
ateness of kissing her. Charles F. C. Arensberg. 





SETTIN’ ON THE HORSEBLOCK. 
pcan on the horseblock, 
Gazin’ at the sky, 
Watchin’ of the little clouds 
Sailin’ slowly by; 


Settin’ on the horseblock, 
List’nin’ to the bees 

Dronin’ in the buckwheat flow’rs 

Sy A \Y Purrin’ in the peas; 

Ws OS 

me *\\\\ Ay 
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Settin’ on the horseblock, 
Watchin’ on ’em hay; 
Pitchin’ of the smelly grass 

All the drowsy day; 


Settin’ on the horseblock, 
Waitin’ for my meals, 
Viewin’ of the hazy hills, 

Lookin’ crost the fiel’s; 


‘ Settin’ on the horseblock, 
a r- Blinkin’ at the sun, 
THIS DOES IN WINTER Jest a-meditatin’ on 


Things I might ’a’ done; 

Settin’ on the horseblock, 
Thinkin’ up this drool 

’Minds me of the poets of 
The near-Jim Riley school. 


ede 2 


Settin’ on the horseblock, 
Not a thing to do, 

Chewin’ of a blade o’ grass, 
Sizin’ up the view; 


Settin’ on the horseblock, 
Lazy as kin be, 

Jest a-contemplatin’ on 
What there is to see; 





OME people have sense, but more have n’t. This is not more 
true in polite society than elsewhere. The peculiarity of polite 
society is that there the people who have n’t sense set the pace. 






“Priscilla dear,” Fair Phoebe said, 
“What means this mourning ? 
Father dead?” 
Priscilla rose and shook her gown, 
Her forehead puckered in a frown: 
“This rig was white when I left 
town, 
But now it’s black as Erebus; 
Fudgetake the Road Bituminous!” 
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SEEN IN THE SHOPS. 


(By GERTRUDE GADSBY.) 





A DAINTY porterhouse steak 
wrapped in a delicate shade of 
cream tissue-paper, with peek-a- 
boo effect. ‘he health depart- 
ment certificate was attached by 
quarter-inch baby-blue silk ribbon. 
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An automobile .amp in the he Mice ayy ul 
shape of a death’s head. Mi all 


Horribly “Ceeeahe “Se! 
gruesome, but grinningly appropriate. lee 

Just the thing to help decorate a “den” 
until one can afford an automobile. 


¥ 


An ingenious latch-key with elec- 
trical attachment by which a tiny ray 
of light is projected from the lock end 
of the key. The most erratically elu- 
sive key-hole can be located instantly 
with this key on the darkest night. 
Wives of club-men will welcome this 
clever invention. 


} 


. 


For reformed multi-millionaires, 
a gold tabiet, the size of a calling 
card, on which was engraved a list 
of pertinent questions for the daily 
cross-examination of the conscience. 
It is said that this handy, third- 
degree robe was compiled by Mr. Lawson at the suggestion of 
Mr. Rogers. 


GARDEN AMENITIES. 


Mrs. HOLLYHOCK (40 her voung- 
est).— Buddie, I don't want you to 
play with Virginia Creeper. Her 
family are all porch-climbers. 


¥ 


A stained glass shaving mirror. The very thing for a birthday 
or Christmas gift for husband or sweetheart. Guaranteed to keep 
either from becoming vain and self-conscious. 


¥ 


Prettily jeweled, silk arm-garters, 














in a variety of colors, to hold in place 
those annoyingly long kid _ gloves. 
They keep the gloves free of wrinkles. 
A boon to svelte ladies and those 
having vaccination or tattoo marks on 
the arm. 
> 

A mahogany writing desk with thir- 
teen secret drawers. The girl addicted 
to best-selling novels and Hackett 
plays will go crazy over this piece of 
furniture. 








P. H. Carey. 


WHAT? 


HE summer girl who wears her heart 
Upon her sleeve in pleasure mute, 
What does she with it when she pathes 
In her scant, sleeveless bathing suit ? 


TONE. 






* pr Bay! Now, that sounds 
good. Suppose we run down 
to Buffet Bay for a week or so?” 
“Well, I don’t know. What else 
does it say?” 
“That the air is like wine, there.” 
“But can you trust these adver- 








THE SOFT COAL ROUTE. 


Ir Has SoorTeD OTHERS. 





Ir WiLL Soor You. 


tisements ? What if it should turn out 
to be like beer? ‘Think of the humi- 
‘liation !” 


Co” is it that humorists and monkeys always look so serious? 




















a. \ 
Ls \W 


J 


F Vif _ “i 
} WY Kage “te / 
| A - IVE | 


" 
A 
f 
/ 


) 


iff 


pt iy W basil 
/ 


AK sae 5s 4 


ae 


> \ fp | il 
N YUM | ff Mi By 
Sa (ai? NA: Ht hi Hf 











THEY SAY IT EVERY SUMMER. 


, ‘ ; , in the country : Ma ¢ zirls 
“My, but it’s hot this evening! I wish I was ) up in the country ( with ) a and the girls I 


’ Se %o ” 
home in the city § 1 Pa § ll bet it ’s cooler there. 











THE COMING OF WILLIAM JE 
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MAD. 


THE JUDGE.— You wish to enter a plea of insanity, do you? How do you know you are insane? 
Tie PrisoneR.— Heredity, your Honor. Our f-f-family are direct descendants of the M-M-Mar¢h Hare. 


Augustattle. 


FAITHFUL JOHN. 
[ Nevertheless, I love my own country the best. — M/r. Rockefeller} 


*VE been vilely abused, 






I’ve been shamefully used, 
I ’ve been raked and reviled without rest. 
But, while treated much better whenever I roam 
Be it ever so heartless, there ’s no place like home— 
tT love my own country the best. 


I never despair 
(Except to grow hair); 
I’m never the least bit depressed. 
Though railed at and ragged from Nantucket 
to Nome, 
Be it ever so rough-house, there ’s no place like home — 
I love my own country the best. 


I’ve been Lawsoned and Tarbelled; 
My words have been garbled, 
My holiness turned to a jest. 
But I ’m ch€ery from sun-up till day ’s at its gloam. 
Be it ever so chilly, there ’s no place like home — 
I love my own country the best. 


I’m chock full of vigor 
(According to Biggar), 
And feeling well under my vest. 
My digestion ’s improved, I’ve a new wig to comb, 
And —for picking up pennies there ’s no place like home — 
Ilome, home, sweet, sweet home — 
For grabbing the dollar, there ’s no place like home— 
I love my own country the best. 
¥ 
“THIS 1S A TRUE STORY.” 


There were two brothers, Will and Wallace. Will was a prose 
writer, Wallace a poet. Will wrote a newspaper story of the San 


t is difficult, at times, to beliewe that the doctrine of the survival of the 


Sfittest applies to politics. 








Francisco ’quake, and in it “faked” a pathetic incident about a 
Chinaman. Wallace read the tale and reflected: “Gee! what a 
chance for a poem.” Whereat he published a poem in one of our 
Six Worst Magazines and placed at the head of his verses the line: 
“ Based on a true incident of the San Francisca disaster.” Whereat 
Will laughed and said: “‘Gee! that is one on brother.” 

This teaches us, children, that it is ever wise to omit the line, 
“This is a true story.” Because it addeth nothing to the tale, and 
because fiction is truer than truth, anyway. 


* 
Richard Third was a stand-patter. And the hazard of the die went 
against him. Or, in modern prose, he got what was coming to him. 


> 

Is there as much interest in presidential and congressional 
elections nowadays as there was, say, fifteen or twenty years ago? 
We meet a great many men in 
the course of a year, men 
in all walks of life; and 
they talk about everything 
except national politics. Is 
the interest in the game re- 
stricted to the persons who 
depend upon it for their 
bread and automobiles ? 


a 

We have Ethel Barry- 
more’s word for it that Mr. 
Winston Churchill’s candi- 
dacy for the governorship 
of New Hampshire is “a 
serious business with Mr. 
Churchill.” ‘This is reas- 
suring to those of us that 
have been lying awake 
nights worrying over the 
matter. 





BL. TF. - A BILL COLLECTOR. 
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TW ul rity (@) 9) HMI *<«]T leave in trust the sum of fourteen 
Ny! HH Ht (aI EE EE | hundred dollars, for the purpose of 
. ar ui erecting on my lot, at the southwest 

| corner of Main and Bayberry 

Streets, a stone monument, or 


shaft, sixteen feet tall, four feet 
square at the base, and of appro- 
| Lan priate size at the top, and oppo- 

ii}  sitetothismonument and facing it, 
| at a distance of twenty feet, an- 
| other shaft of like material, height 
and dimensions, both as enduring 
expressions of my sympathy for 
two of the most abused, even if 
mythical, gentlemen that ever ex 
OFX - isted —who have been maligned, 
LM MN traduced, slandered and villified 
ene from antiquity clear down to now, 
THINGS THAT HIT OUR FUNNY BONE. and unmurmuringly endured it all. 

One of the monuments shall bear the 
inscription, deeply writ : 

















a 


The husky proposition, who paints ANI His younger brother who went in the 
miniatures for a living, express business. 


“ Erected to the Memory of John Doe, 
By his only Friend, Timrod Totten.” 


HIS TESTAMENTARY INTENT. 


“*As my executors I name my inveterate enemies, Laban 
Lattimer, Geo. W. Swank and Joel Judson, certain of their immov- 
able honesty because of the fact that they have hated me as unswerv- 
ingly for twenty-seven years as I have hated them. I select them as 
my executors because of the fun they will have with my heirs, and the 
fun I am now having in anticipation of the fun my heirs will have 
with my executors.’ 

“JT intend to add from time to time other bequests and various 
codicils, with instructions to the lawyers to pepper them in where they 
will be the most effective, at the same time expressing my regret that 
I cannot be here to enjoy the sounds of deviltry by night which my 
last will and testament may be confidently expected to produce.” 


naturally of a mean disposition, the same having 
been considerably aggravated by the prods that 
Fate, Luck and kin-folks have from time to time 
bestowed upon me,” grimly grumped the Vener- 
able Grouch. “I am contemplating making my 
will. I intend to build it piece by piece, adding, as 
they occur to me, such bits as promise to increase 
the complications of the document and augment the obfuscation of 
the beneficiaries. My first rough draft will probably read somewhat 
as follows: 
“<T, Timrod Totten, being of sound mind— in 

proof whereof I point with pride to the fact that, 
having noted with pain how such schemes usu- STM, 4 





Zom P. Morgan, 







U7 J ff 
; : MOG LM «Ze ca eae ; 
ally work out, I have successfully resisted all _ we We 4 eM 5 ee 
attempts on the part of my loving relatives OM yh Ae wr, = a aif (yjbalNs 
to bamboozle and cajole me into making over 7 saul 


my property to them in return for the promise 
of a good home and tender coddling for the 
balance of my natural life — I give, bequeath, 
devise and fork over, to certain of my kins- 
people, whose names I shall later fill into “nk Rs, 
this document, whatever is left of my posses- @i \ yt i ot 7, ee ” Fe 

sions after my various other bequests shall ’ ‘y 
have been satisfied, and to their heirs, assigns 

and-so-ons, to have, hold, grab and clutch, 

to use, squander, squabble and fight over, 

about and around, world without end, for 

all I care. 

““¢To Mrs. Henrietta M. Peck, wee 
Medlicott, society leader, club-lady, and 
defender of the faith generally, who long 
ago firmly and thrice rejected my proposals 
of marriage, I bequeath the sum of three 
hundred dollars and my profoundest thanks ; 
and to her husband, Henry Petty Peck, who 
cut me out, in return for which I then darkly 
thought of pushing him into a well, I give 
three hundred dollars and my warmest sym- 
pathy. 

«To my second-cousin, Dorcas Stang, 
I leave the sum of two hundred dollars, pro- 
viding that my funeral be held in and from 
her front-parlor, with the window-blinds flung 
wide open and the glad sunshine streaming in 
on the carpet, realizing the keenness of the long- 
baffled yearn of the neighbors to invade the sanctity 


of that dank and clammy retreat, and believing that : RURAL COMFORTS. 7 
their pleasure will just about offset her pain. Visitor.— For the love of Heaven, what are you doing in that queer-looking place? 
“To the able editor of the Weekly Clarion I Country Host.—This is where I take my afternoon nap out-of-doors. I’ve put a 
leave the sum of fifty dollars, in consideration of the roof over it to keep the caterpillars from falling on me. The netting is for mosquitoes. 
boon that he write as truthful an obituary of me as his The cement flooring is to keep the beetles and ground bugs from burrowing up under me. 
long practice in journalism will permit, stating that I ‘That line of powder is Anti-Ants— great stuff for those pests. And that little ditch filled 
was not much better-or much worse than the average with water, and extending all around my resting-place, is for snakes — we 've got quite an 


man, and on no account referring to me as “the Hon.” epidemic of them in these parts. 





“NESTO “ Cigarettes 
( 


Nestor Gianaclis, Cairo and Boston) 







(Making a 
9 5 7 ‘* Blend.” 
This photo- 
graph repre- 
sents a pileof 
tobacco 60 
feet long, 9 
feet wide and 
3 feet high.) 


The name “ Nestor” stands for 


all that is good in genuine 


fgyptian cigarettes. Since 
their introduction into America, 
over a quarter of a century ago, 
their position as leaders has 
been recognized. Zhe secret 
of the blend ts our most valu- 
able asset — you 

can’t match 
any other. “ Qual- 
ity” and the word 
“ Nestor” al- 
ways to be associ- 
ated when one thinks of Egyp- 
tian cigarettes. If we could 
make them better, we would. 
Sold by Clubs, Hotels, and Dealers the World over. 


*¢ Nestor ’’ Cigarettes retain their natural flavor and 
aroma much better when kept in bulk, and, therefore, 
we advise purchasing in tins of 50s and 100s. 











it in 


C. 


we packet of ten 


“NESTOR ” SPECIALTIES 
Extra fine “‘ Moyen” size in 50s and 100s. $4.50 per 100 
“‘Kings,’’ 22 carat gold tipped 20s, 90c.; 100s, $4.50 
**Queens,’’ 22 ,, i: ” 20s, 80c.; 100s, 4.00 


If any of the above are unobtainable locally, we shall 
be pleased to furnish same on receipt of price. 


Write for brochure ‘‘ The Story of the Nestor.” 


NESTOR GIANACLIS COMPANY 


294 Roxbury Street, Boston, Mass. 











Delightful 
Summer 
Reading 





Bunner’s Sport Stories 


Ulustrated. 


SHORT SIXES. Stories to be Read 
while the Candle Burns. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. A Continu- 
ation of the above. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. A 
Story of Small Stories. 


MADE IN FRANCE, French Tales 
Retold with a United States Twist. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE. Stray 
Notes and Comments on his Simple Life. 
in Paper, 50c.— PRICE — In Cloth, $1.00. 


Any of the above by mail from the publishers on 
receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, New York 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


$2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. Unew York 
BrRancn Warknonsr : 20 Reekman Street. j ° 


All kids of Paper made te order. 
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| “makes a light contribution plate.”— Yorkers Statesman. 


} 


Wison- 


Whe ony wiirsken that places a complete, 
quaranteed analysis on each werery, biitle- 


Seeback \abe\! 
Thats A! 





WortTHY OF WIDE LITTLE SATISFAC- 


ADOPTION 
‘‘Here you!” 

‘*The Arnolds are ; 
~ very happy couple 
after all these years, 
How do you account 
for it?”’ 

‘*Well, he can’t 
get over the idea that 
he inarried a mighty 
good woman and 


Pears 


“Beauty and grace from 


the crowded car, 
‘‘my feet are not 
there to stand on!” 
‘That ’s so,’ re- 
plied the quiet of- 
fender, ‘‘since you 
| are sitting down you | 


no condition rise; 


Use Pears,’ sweet maid’ 


spends some time don’t need ’em for 
each day to prove it : m | that purpose, do 
to her.”’—American there all the secret lies.’ | you ?”’—Cath. Stana- 
Spectator. ard and Times. 


Sold everywhere. 








ROAD. 


ON THE 
THE SOMBER ONE.— Don't you think well of me, Tottie? 
THE FRIVOLOUS ONE.—Oh, I think you’re a ferfect angel, but I 
don’t think you ’d do as a husband. 


A glass of soda and a tablespoonfual of Abbott's 
Angostura Bitters make a pleasing drink and act as | 
a tonic. 


Atways WANT To Pay. 
The elders, too, have naive ways; 
You ’ve seen them, primp and plain, 
‘ake places near you with delays, 
Upon the trolley train. 
Conductors bear with patient heart 
Their foibles year by year, 
As, when they come for fare, they start: 
‘*T ’ve got it ready, dear!"’ 


’T is sweet to study woman’s ways, 
To learn how curiously 
She manifests through all the days 
Her eccentricity. 
For instance, when two sweet girl friends 
On shopping missions range, 
Each one to pay the fare pretends 
She ‘‘has the very change.’’ 


Oh, women certainly deserve 
The laurel, in that few 
Unselfishly each other serve 
As women seem to do. 
And further, for the fact sublime, 
That as the seasons flow, 
Their tendency quite all the time 
Is paying as they go. 
—Raltimore Sun. 


Two maidens, more sedate, perhaps, 
Get on the car to ride; 

They fix their bundles in their laps, 
Urbane and dignified, 

But when ’t is time to hand the fare, 
Oh, what a roundelay 

Of female protests fill the air — 
‘*Now, please, just let me pay!” 

MissepD Fire. ; 
“Johnny,” said the teacher, kindly, “you must not bury your talent in a 
napkin.” 
“Huh! I guess not. Maw would n’t do a thing to me if she caught me 
using one of her’n that way.”—PAiladelphia Ledger. ; 


NEW PROVERB. 
and 


“A rainy Sunday,” remarked the Observer of Events Things, 


‘THE way to show up a man who thinks he knows it all is to get an cight- 


PION. | 


growled the fat man | 
in the corner seat of | 





DAINTY 
DELICIOUS 
DIGESTIVE 





Liqueur 


MABRIQUEE ATARI 


res Chartren 
Miesssaanaanniill ‘ai > 








LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 
Knowr as Chartreuse 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y 


Sole Agents for United States. a 





CHEER UP!!! 


COPYRICHT, (906. BY KEPPLER & SCHWARIMANN 














CHEER UP!!! 
By Leighton Budd. 


Photo Gelatine Print, ¢ x 12 in. 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 


Get a copy of this popular print 
and MAKE HOME HAPPY. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. 


Send Four Cents for Catalogue with over 
Fifty Miniature Reproductions. 


Address PUCK, New York. 
295— 309 Lafayette Street. 











year-old boy to ask him questions.— Somerville Journal. 







e 
It not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
@ble polish to all metals,but the polish 
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How He Founp Ir. 
Revp.— How did you find the fish- 
ing up the country ? 
GkeENE.— Oh, same as usual. 

«Same as usual ?” 
«Ves, found it same as usual — had 
to hire a guide.”— Youkers Statesman. 


\{oTHER HUBBARD’s FEasr. 
\hen old Mother Hubbard 
ent to her cupboard 
An found it was bare, she ought 
') have seen in her plight, | 
yen she had n't a bite, | 
So.ce serious food for thought. 
—Four Track News. 


HANDLING THE KNIFE. 
«You say he is a professional sword | 


swallower 2” 

Ye” 

“7 on’t understand.” 

“ \ would if you ’d watch him 
eit.” .Zi/waukee Sentinel. 


{HEY ’RE ALWAYS THERE. 





“fw is it when parades go by,” 
Complained the little runt, 
«Tlie tallest men about you then 
Must always stand in front ?” 
-Catholie Standard and Times. 


Miller “‘High Life’ 


superior Quality. 











A Club Cocktail 


“IS ABOTTLED DELIGHT 


: > 








The Perfect Drink for Summer Outings 


A cool, refreshing and stimulating delight | 


for the picnic in the woods—the automo- 
bile party—all outdoor sports. CLUB 
COCKTAILS are exquisitely blended from 
choicest liquors, aged and mellowed to 
delicious taste, flavor and aroma. A 
CLUB COCKTAIL is a scientifically equai 
and uniform cocktail—not a slap-dash mix- 
ture of doubtful liquors. Strain through 
cracked ice and serve. 

Seven varieties—each one delicious. 

Order CLUB from your Dealer 





G. F HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartfor New York London 
EXPLAINED. 
“Say, paw.” 
“Well, son?” 


“What is meant by running gear?” 
“A woman’s tongue, my son.” — 
Milwaukee Sentinel. 


SYMPATHY is sweet, but when a man 
has pounded his finger it does n’t help 


him materially for a while.-— Somerville 
Journ]. 





‘SHAKE INTO YOUR SHOES 


Allen’s Foot-Ease, a powder. It cures painful, 
smarting, nervous feet, and instantly takes the 
Sting out of corns and bunions. Allen’s Foot-Ease 
makes tight or new shoes feeleasy. Itisa certain 
eure for sweating, callous, swollen, tired, aching 
feet. l'ry it to-day. Sold by all Druggists and Shoe 
Stores. Ky mail for 26c.in stamps. Don't accept 
any substitute. For FREE trial package, also Free 
Sample of the FOOT-EASE Sanitary CORN-PAD, 


& hew invention, address Alle 
Roy, N.Y. 





of wearing blue dwess suits ? 
CLARENCE.— No, me deah fellah! 


We brew from the choicest malt and hops. 
We use every precaution to insure 
ApsOLUTE Purity and CLEANLINESS. 
We age our beer in underground vaults. 
We filter through pulp wood. 
We sterilize every bottle. 





HGH LIFE 


The Champagne of Bottle BEER 


Beer is a beer of 
_a beer. 


FROM BAD TO WORSE. 


BERTIE.—Clawence, old chap, do you fawncy the ideah 


Instead of looking 


like waitahs, we ’Il all look like stewards, bah Jove! 








tizer. 





REMINISCENT. 


| An ounce of sherry and a tablespoonful of Abbott's 
| Angostura Bitters before meals is a wonderful appe- 


| “When a married man overhears a young man making love to a girl,” re- 
| 


marked the Observer of Events and Things, “he 


can’t help but ask himself if 


| he made such a fool of himself once.”— Yonkers Statesman. 


; Microscopic MATERIAL. 


“Yaas,” suddenly declared Cholly Braneliss, “I’m going to work. 


made up my mind:” 


| 
I’ve 


“You have?” exclaimed Miss Pepprey. ‘My! whata delicate operation!” 


—Catholic Standard and Times. 


; 
Foo.s rush in, of course, but why should angels fear to tread anywhere? 


nS. Olmsted, Le Can’t they trust their wings ?—Somerville Journal. 





Yeast contributes to the fine character of 


Our Yeast that gives the rich individual 
taste to Our BEER. 

It 1s for these reasons that the SUPERIORITY 
of Quatity, and the rich “*Miller”’ 
taste of “*High Life’’ is evident in 
every bottle. 

















It is the superior quality of 





Just a Dic. 

‘Yes,” said Mrs. Uppisch, boast- 
fully, “we pay cash for everything 
we buy there.” 

“Ves?” replied Mrs. Knox. “Why 


is it, I wonder, they are so careful 
about opening accounts with people?” 
Catholic Standard and Times. 
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CHEW... 


Beeman’s 


THE acarasanaen 
Pepsin 
Gum « « 


Cures Indigestion and 
Sea-sickaess. 


All Others are Imitations. 


For Sale at Every Drug Store 


Orree 


PEFFFFHFOF+ 6444444646464 646 
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LOTS OF FUN 





Send your Engaged Friends 
a copy of the 


EVOLUTION OF THE 
ENGAGEMENT RING 


By Shef Clarke. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 12x 9 in. 
Price 25 Cents. 


+ 


This is but one example of the 
PUCK PROOFS 

Send Four Cents for Catalogue 

with over Filty Miniature Re- 

productions. 








Address PUCK, New York 


295-309 Lafayette Street 











@ THE GREAT PASSENGER ROUTE OF AMERICA — NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES. 


Wise Man. 


Mrs. Warkyns.—Which do you 
prefer, Mr. Wylkyns, blondes or brun- 
ettes ? 

Mr. WYLKYNsS. - 
which I am with.- 


- It depends on 
Somerville Journal. 


JoKeE. 
“You say you are not on speaking 
terms with her?” 


“ec No.” 
“What ’s the trouble?” 
“No trouble. We ’ve never been 


— Milwaukee Sentinel. 


introduced.” 





The Most Popular 
After-Dinner 







Speech: 
“GIVE MEA 
GLASS OF {fj 


Liqueur 
Eaglette!” 


THE SUPREME AFTER- 
DINNER CORDIAL 








Eagle Liqueur Distilleries 


RHEINSTROM BROS. 
Cincinnati, U. S. A. 
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JOHN JAMESON 


THREE yey¥&%& STAR 
WHISKEY 
































G, Stands supreme on the three 
vital points—Purity, Age, 
Flavor. Like the best in every 


line, it costs the most. | 








| 





Dolly ’s in an auto, going for a ride. 


Dolly has a young man seated by her 


Peaks, and flirting evenings, happy as 


THE WHOLE FamiLy. | 
Molly ’s in the hammock, swinging, 
Polly ’s in the parlor, singing, 


Molly feels a little lazy, | 
Polly drives the neighbors crazy, | 


side. 


‘Tom is at the Vineyard, sailing, 
Ned is in the mountains, scaling 


a ‘Turk. 
Pa is in his office, toiling, 
‘Though the summer weather’s broiling, | 


Ma is in the kitchen, doing up the 


work.— Somerville Journal. 


| Ghe Old-fashioned Way to Keep Young | 
| 





THE THOUSAND 





ISLANDS 





region. 


DIRECTION. 


ce. &. 





are more attractive than ever this season. 
The New York Central Lines Four-Track 
Series No. 10, ‘The St. Lawrence River 
from the Thousand Islands to the Saguenay”’ 
contains the finest map ever made of this 
Copy will be sent free, postpaid, 
on receipt of a two-cent stamp by George 
H. Daniels, Manager, General Advertising 
Department, Room 154, 
Station, New York. The 


NEW YORK 


CENTRAL 
LINES 





“AMERICA’S GREATEST RAILROAD,” 


REACH THE THOUSAND 
ISLANDS FROM EVERY - 


DALY, Passenger Traffic Manager, NEW YORK. 


Grand Central 








ENGAGED. 

“T have here,” began the applicant, 
“a letter of recommendation from my 
minister.” 

“Sorry,” interrupted the merchant, 
“but I’m afraid--——” 

“Pardon me,” put in the applicant, 
hastily, “‘but the minister writes that 
I am so worldly he utterly disap- 
proves ——.” 

“Hang up your hat and coat.” — 
Catholic Standard and Times. 


Rapip TRANSIT. 

“Why do your cars all have at least 
one flat wheel ?” 

“That,” replied the obliging con- 
ductor, “is easily explained. The im- 
pact of the flattened surface against 
the rail makes a noise. By listening 
carefully the passenger can ascertain 
whether or not the car is moving.” — 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


A soy’s real troubles begin when his 
father ceases to buy clothes for him. 
— Somerville Journal. 


TO ENJOY YOUR 


VACATION 


and secure the most lasting 
benefits, keep out doors, take 
moderate exercise and drink 


EVANS’ ALE 


for the refreshing solace which 
it brings to mind 
and body 
. 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 
RYE 
FINEST 
PRODUCT OF THE STILL 


THE AMERICAN GENTLEMAN'S 
WHISKEY 








& SON, Baltimore, Md 


| 
Sold at all first-class cafes and b bbe 
| WM. LANAHAN A my 
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MODERATE. 


EMPLOYER.— What, then, are your demands? 
COMMITTEE OF UNION.— We want more money, and shorter hours 


so ’s we can have time to spend it. 





—— | 


iia 
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BOKER’S BITTER 















Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drirks, 
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Birmingham, Als 
Hot Springs, Art 


Washington, D. ( 
201 N. Capit 








cae ~™ Wane 


Backed by vu S. Law 


Cain a Hisn a pe March 3rd, 1897 


a law was passed 
by Congress and STRENGTH OF 
the Senate and SS GIBRALTAR 

signed by the 
.| President of the 
U. S.— to protect Bee 


“ 





















































ra : the public against - 
—Ssmipure Whiski 





of Public Approval 


The Great American Public has expressed its 
Confidence in The Prudential again, and in the Prac- 
tical American Way, not by words, but by deeds. 

















BOTTLED IN BOND 
mips . law and is bottled under direct supervision of - & 

Goviey “ig bears U. S, Treasury Dept’s “GREEN STAMP”— 

proof of its age and purity. Avoid Whiskies Not Guaranteed by U. S. 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co., setterson county, uy. _\ 


The Increase in Insurance in Force 
in 1905 was over 
One Hundred and Thirteen Million Dollars 


Suppose you Inquire for a Policy Suitable to Yourself. You May be 


, nee YS Surprised How Little It Will Cost. Write Your Name and Address,on the 
——ee yy, a —— SO Ss ay Margin of this Advertisement and Send for a Plan of Home Protection and 
on * <2 2 >. ——— oO Saving that will Interest you. 


Write Now, While You Think of It. Dept. P. 


ee |The Prudential 


| INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


incorporated ee @ Steck Company by the State of New Jersey 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. HOME OFFICE, Newark, N. J. 














Country LIFE. 





Gags) 


The pleasures of a country life 
Appeal to us just now. | 

We want to roam the grassy meads, 
And watch the festive cow. 

We want to climb the old stone wall, 
And find a shady nook, 

Where we can loaf all afternoon 

| Beside the babbling brook. 








But country life is not all joy, 

| As you perhaps have learned. 

The milk is often watery, and 

| ‘The steak is often burned. 

Mosquitoes buzz around your bed, 

| ‘The flies are very thick, 

They love to light on you for fun, 
And, gracious, how they stick! | 

| 


Aged and 
Respected 


With character and merit. ‘The 
spirit of Kentucky hospitality; the 
essence of good cheer. ‘lhe best 


Yes, country life is badly mixed 
With pleasures and with pains. 
| Some days the sky is clear and blue, 
And other days it rains. 
But, on the whole, it seems most wise 

























: tt alae A Rae A whiskey for all uses. Gold medals 

IHE WAY OF IT. lo ruralize a space — a New Orleans, 308; Chiense, 
KNICKER.—Whom the gods love die young. Can anybody recommend 1893; Paris, 1900, and Grand 
Bocker.—Yes; but whom the goddesses love die old A‘good five-dollar place ? Prize, highest award, at World’s 

and leave a million. ; — Somerville Journal. Fair, St. Louis. Sold by leading 







dealers everywhere. 















for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A MAN doesn’t know any more 
about the lines in the hand than he 
knows how much lard goes into pie 
crust, but he can get a girl to let him 
hold her hand any time while he pre- 
tends to know all about it.—Aschison 
Weekly Globe. 














~ A scientific remedy which has been 
* skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for t-e past 27 years. 

At the following Keeley Institutes: 



















OF BRAINS 
— Het & > mg = Dwight, Il. St. Louls, Mo. Columbus, 0. Pittsburg, Pa. 
ia Demuceos. Con Marion, Ind. 2803 Locust St. 1087 N. Dennison Ave. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
West Haven, (: ‘oun. Lexington, Hass. North Conway, N. H. Philadelphia, Pa. Providence, R. I. 
Washington, b Portland, Me. Buffalo, N.Y. 812 N. Brond St. Toronto, Ontario. 
215, Capitei St. Grand Rapids, Mich. White Plains, N. Y. Marrisburg, Pa. London, England. 
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[" COMMON folk should chance to be : 
As unpresentable a lot i 

As 

The.world would sniff, ‘*‘ Disgusting!’’ What? 





young M. Angelo Van D., < a % 


His sleeves are short, his hair is not, 
His manners — Polyphemian ; 

Iie sets his cook-stove on his cot, — 
But then it’s so Bohemian! 





I sometimes think if Eugénie 





Were not a poet every jot, 





From toes to fingers, A to Z, 

She would be criticised. Great Scott! 

To see her garbed in all that rot, 
Cassandra-like, Artemian; 

Those flowing robes —red! purple —Gott! 








But then it’s so Bohemian ! 


When Uncle comes to visit me 
I know his fancies to a dot: 

We seek the restaurong Paree 
With red wine ‘‘feefty cent da bot.” 
He drinks—(although at home I wot 








He lives a strict abstemian) — seems 
It’s wrong: his morals go to pot; 
But then it’s so Bohemian! 





P. &. 


Prince, Heaven is a joyous spot, 





A brilliant, bright and beamy ’un; 
And down below it’s close and hot — 
But then it’s so Bohemian! 












































